garde»-the first having come to the fore in recent years with the emergence of reader-oriented or audience-oriented criticism; the second being an often used but problematic adjective. To qualify a work of literature as «avant-garde» is, indeed, almost as perilous a move as to call it «romantic» or «classical» or «symbolist.» In a strict or narrow sense, the term «avant-garde» designates the artistic production of a self-conscious, organized group of artists who define themselves in aggressive opposition to what they perceive to be the dominant artistic tradition. Renato Poggioli, in his excellent book on The Theory of the Avant-Garde, emphasized the fact that such aggressive anti-traditional movements are essentially a modern phenomenon; according to Poggioli, the very concept of avant-garde art did not emerge until the modern period, «with its most remote temporal limits being the various preludes to the romantic experience.»' An avant-garde movement in this narrow sense (one thinks immediately of Surrealism, Italian or Russian Futurism, and most recently of the Tel Quel group in France) has an inner dynamic and a history of its own: it publishes manifestoes, receives new members and excludes those who no longer belong, usually has a journal-or, like the Surrealists, a series of journals-and perhaps a publishing house associated with it as well; in short, it designates itself and is perceived by the public as a collective enterprise, most often with political and ideological implications. Poggioli's book is devoted precisely to the sociology and the ideology of avant-garde movements. 17 
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In a broader sense, the term «avant-garde» may be used to designate any art which breaks, in an evident and self-conscious way, with the tradition-which appears as a «scandal» in relation to the tradition-whether or not the artist belonged to an organized movement. Lautreamont, Mallarme, Roussel, Artaud, Bataille, Eliot, Joyce and Pound are some of the more obvious examples of writers who have been called avant-garde in this sense. In a still broader sense, the term «avant-garde» has been used as a virtual synonym for the modern. One of Poggioli's conclusions, for example, is that «the modern genius is essentially avant-gardistic,» and that «the avant-garde is a law of nature for contemporary and modern art.»2 As David Lodge has forcefully argued, however, in his book on The Modes of Modern Writing, it is something of a simplification-or a polemical gesture-to identify modern art with the avant-garde; more precisely, it is a polemical gesture to consider as genuinely «modern» only those forms of art which parade themselves as a break with tradition. As far as fiction is concerned, Lodge pleads that we recognize at least two broad kinds of modern writing: one which is essentially a continuation of the nineteenth-century realistic tradition and which flourished, for example, in the 1930's, and one which, on the contrary, signals itself as an attempt to subvert or break with that tradition. This aesthetic and logical norms that a reader has internalized as a set of expectations; a readable text corresponds to a familiar order, a previously learned code. In the case of the novel, the chief expectations that generations of readers have internalized concern some fundamental notions in our culture, and perhaps in all cultures: the principle of noncontradiction (an event cannot occur and not occur at the same time, a thing cannot exist and not exist at the same time), the notions of temporal succession and causality (events follow each other and are related to each other consequentially), a belief in the solidity of the phenomenal world (a table is a table is a  table) , and a belief in at least a relative unity of the self (a name designates a person who has certain fixed characteristics and a set of identifiable ancestors).
Since a great deal of work has been done recently on the conventions of realism,' there is no need to insist on them here. The point I wish to stress is that although we have learned to think of them precisely as conventions-that is, as cultural constructs, not as natural phenomena-the conventions of realistic fiction correspond to what most of us also think of, in our less theoretical moments, as the «natural order of the world.» In our every day lives we believe, at least we certainly act as if we believed, in the solidity 3f objects, in temporal succession and causality, in the principle of noncontradiction and in some sort of unity of the self. We know, to be sure, about relativity and the unconscious, about Freudian slips, and perhaps even about Lacan's theory of the split subject-but still we believe that when we see our friend Joe, it really is he and not someone else, that if Joe's eyes were blue yesterday they will be blue tomorrow, that if Joe's brother died yesterday he is still dead, and that if Joe tells us a story it is Joe telling us a story. The conventions of realistic narrative correspond, in a very profound way, to our everyday experience of the world-which may explain why these conventions are so easily internalized that even a very young child can spot and protest against inconsistencies in a story, and why they are so difficult, even for sophisticated readers, to give up. The realistic novel invites us to make sense of it in a way that is not essentially different from the way we try to make sense of the world around us.
The hallmark of today's avant-garde fictions, however-and I have in mind now especially the work of French writers loosely associated with the so-called nouveau nouveau roman and with Tel Quel, corresponding roughly to Anglo-Saxon postmodernist writing-the hallmark of these fictions is that they defy, aggressive-ly and provocatively, the traditional criteria of narrative intelligibility, and correlatively the reader's sense-making ability. They resist the reader's attempt to structure or order them in terms of previously learned codes of reading: where he expects continuity, they offer fragmentation; where she expects logical and temporal development, they offer repetition, or else the juxtaposition of apparently random events; where he expects consistency, they offer contradiction; where she expects characters, they offer disembodied voices; where he expects the sense of an ending, they offer merely a stop. Even typographically, they assault him / what defies analysis, «a perpetual present upon which no consequent language (which would inevitably make it past) can be superimposed»; it is «the novelistic without the novel, poetry without the poem, the essay without the dissertation, writing (ecriture) without style, production without product, structuration without structure»; it is «ourselves writing before the infinite play of the world...is traversed, intersected, stopped, plasticized by some singular system (Ideology, Genre, Criticism) which reduces the plurality of entrances, the opening of networks, the infinity of languages» (p. 5).
In short, the writable text, for Barthes, can only be spoken of in terms of difference, and specifically in terms of its difference from the readable. The readable is serious, fixed, closed, structured, constrained, authoritarian and unitary; the writable is playful, fluid, open, triumphantly plural, and in its plurality impervious to the repressive rule of structure, grammar, or logic (p. 6). However one extends the parallel series of terms, the ultimate binary opposition comes down to this: the readable is systematic, the writable mocks all attempts at systematization. Now there are a number of paradoxes in S/Z, not the least of which is that after formulating the difference between the readable and the writable in such stark terms, Barthes appears to undermine these very differences by reading Balzac's Sarrasine, which he singles out as a readable text par excellence, as if it were a writable text. He defines the five codes by means of which the readable text constitutes itself, but he refuses to treat these codes as forming an intelligible system. Instead of structuring the text, the five codes are defined by him as a «tissue of voices,» a «vast 'dissolve' which insures both the overlapping and the loss of messages» (p. 20). This way of proceeding is of course a polemical, indeed a political gesture on Barthes's part. By refusing to structure even a text that he himself has just offered as a model of classical readability, he affirms his own power as a modern commentator, whose work consists in breaking up the unified text, «maltreating it, preventing it from speaking (lui couper la parole)» (p. 15 Robbe-Grillet sometimes mentions, with a mixture of wry admiration and dismay, the reading that Bruce Morrissette did of La Jalousie shortly after it was published." Through a painstaking process of reordering and rationalization, Morrissette succeeded in demonstrating the narrative, and above all the psychological, coherence of the «story.» As a result, noted Robbe-Grillet in a recent public lecture that was subsequently published in English, «The book became readable...and at the same time it was to a certain extent destroyed.»" By constructing a unified story out of a fragmented text, the critic succumbed to the natural impulse of all readers who reduce the unfamiliar to the familiar, the unreadable to the readable, but in that process erase or repress those aspect of the text that make it new, other, and subversive. RobbeGrillet has incorporated a similar reader into Projet pour une revolution a New York, which contains brief dialogues between the main narrative voice and a hypothetical reader who is constantly pointing out inconsistencies and demanding rational explanations for them. The narrative voice obligingly provides the explanations, but the effect is that of parody. It is as though the text were saying: «Readers who want coherence will get it, but at their own risk.» In the remark quoted above («The book became readable...and...destroyed»),Robbe-Grillet used the word «readable» in a mostly pejorative sense; yet, as the second dominant theme in his self-explanatory statements shows, he is also aware of another way in which texts such as his may become readable. This second kind of readability does not consist of the operation whereby the reader-or let us say the traditional reader who looks for narrative coherence-makes the unfamiliar familiar; it consists, rather, of an operation whereby the unfamiliar text makes itself familiar by insisting on its own codes. Unlike Barthes, who preferred to think of «le scriptible» as resisting all attempts at subway, but all of a sudden one has slid to a girl named Laura who is being raped in her room); from the description of inanimate images to narrative movement (what starts as the description of a picture on the cover of a detective novel suddenly turns into narration), and vice versa (what one thought was narration turns out to be the description of an advertising poster). All these glissements have in common the transgression of rules of continuity and non-contradiction which function in the realistic novel as a means of insuring readability. The paradox, however, is that after reading a number of Robbe-Grillet's novels, a reader comes to expect the glissements as part of the code regulating them. This type of transgression begins to function as a familiar device-an element of high probability and consequently of high readability in his works.
The same can be said of any number of other procedures, including one that Robbe-Grillet has taken great pains to explain on different occasions. This is the procedure that consists in taking the most debased myths of our society, especially myths of erotic violence, and subjecting them to a potentially endless series of permutations and variations whose ultimate effect (at least so RobbeGrillet claims) is to deconstruct or demythify them. The repetitionwith-variations of popular myths is here seen as a highly transgressive procedure, subverting both traditional narrative, which demands linear development, not paradigmatic variations, and the dominant ideology, which demands to be reinforced, not deconstructed. Whether one accepts or rejects Robbe-Grillet's explanations of the effect produced by his bricolage with sadoerotic myths (1 personally have my doubts, for reasons I have stated elsewhere"), the fact remains that the procedure has become familiar and predictable, as have the thematic constants (essentially women being raped and tortured) with which his bricolage operates.
Indeed, the possibility exists that Robbe-Grillet's novels, both individually and as a corpus, have become all too readable-not in the sense of a readability imposed on them by the traditional reader, but in the sense in which they themselves have codified their own transgressive procedures, and codified as well the commentary on those procedures. It is instructive to see how many articles, chapters in books, and book-length studies have been published ex- plaining what Robbe-Grillet is up to.'" What is happening, in a sense-and it is entirely to Robbe-Grillet's credit that he is aware of it-is a recuperation whereby works that were intended as a «machine of war against order» (the expression is by RobbeGrillet) have become «classicized» and classified. This kind of recuperation is perhaps the tragic fate of every successful avantgarde. As Poggioli remarked, «Like any artisitic tradition, no matter how antitraditional it may be, the avant-garde also has its conventions. In the broad sense of the word, it is itself no more than a new system of conventions,. (Fall, 1981 -Spring, 1982 IL EXISTAIT AUSSI DES LETTRES «:MON AMOUR, recrivais toujours la meme chose, (t'en rendras-tu compte?) and below that, after a large blank space:
JIVARO OU LE PARADIGME PERDU With these quotations (which in Compact occur twenty pages apart) placed as a kind of preface or epigraph to the text of Codex proper, Roche performs an autocommentary analogous to RobbeGrillet's glosses on his own texts. It is also a meta-commentary, since it is part of the work itself. This commentary is extremely interesting, for it both poses and answers the question I asked two paragraphs back-but poses and answers it in such a way that it becomes more problematic than ever.
First, the posing: Mon amour, j' ecrivais toujours la meme chose (t'en rendras-tu compte?). My love, I was always writing the same things (will you be aware of it?) The question is presented in three different typefaces, with the result that although a coherent interrogative sentence seems to have been formed-and I have emphasized that coherence in my own rendering-we cannot in fact be sure that the three segments which form the sentence actually belong together; in other words, that they are readable as a single sentence. This doubt is increased by the fact that the words «Mon amour» are preceded by quotations marks which are never closed, thus creating an ambiguity as to whether the «tu» in the parentheses refers to the same person as «mon amour» or to someone else-and also by the fact that there is no closing punctuation. Hav 22 Philippe Sollers, in his preface to the book, distinguishes four separate recits in the text, analogous to the «lines» or «parts» in a musical score. He assigns each recit a label-hypothetique, parle, narratif, descriptif-based on the verb tenses and the personal pronouns that characterize it. Visually and materially, however, the text presents itself as much more fragmented than that, for it is broken up into at least twelve different kinds of typefaces, all of which occur more than once. Six of these can be thought of as consecutive, for if the segments printed in these types (bold-faced roman, for example, or small caps or italics) are read consecutively by skipping the intervening ones, they form a single narrative or descriptive space-I hardly think that «line» is the right word, since there is no linear development and since there are times when a textual segment simply trails off or is cut off in mid-sentence, to be picked up again later but without being continued in linear fashion. These consecutive typefaces are what Sollers used in delimiting his four kinds of recit. The other six typefaces are not consecutive in the above sense, but each one is used recurrently in the same way. For example, titles and newspaper headlines appear in capital italics; bold face capital italics appear twice, both times in German; extra small type is used in footnotes, and so on.
In saying all this I have already begun to systematize the text, however, for at first glance one is not aware of such regularities. Each page presents itself, rather, as a typographical puzzle consisting of the different typefaces plus blank spaces of varying wid- First, from a purely visual perspective, the six consecutive typefaces gradually become continuous, for although they interrupt and disrupt each other on the page, a fairly high degree of visual probability is created for each one after it has recurred once or twice. This is quite apart from the fact that the narrative or descriptive space signaled by each typeface is characterized by a particular set of syntactic features, and by semantic features as well. Thus the very first type that appears (bold face italics) is characterized by the use of «tu» and the future and conditional tenses, and features the isotopy" of blindness; the second con- This question seems to me particularly pertinent to Compact, but I would expand it to include not only the «materiality of the page» but the «materiality of the book.» The «vague isotopies» that Jenny mentions constitute themselves not only between heterogeneous segments on a single page, but between heterogeneous segments throughout the many pages that constitute the book. Thus blindness characterizes not only the «tu» of the first narrative space but also the «je» of the third. Douleur and souffrance become associated not only with the «on» of the second space but also with the «je» of the third. The seme «Orient» occurs both in the space of impersonal descriptions set in capital italics and in the discourse of the Japanese doctor (lowercase italics), who in turn figures as a character in the space defined by «je». As I turn the pages, thematic repetitions begin to take shape, linked in some way to the theme of memory... so that finally, the more I read and the more the text emphasizes its unreadability, the more I also tend to establish a single thematic category to make sense of it: the category of «mnemopolis,» memory as trace, as charting, as inscription-lines on a page, convolutions on the brain, roads on a map. Now I seem to have done exactly what I said I wouldn't-and couldn't-do, which is to find the unifying paradigm and heal the self-inflicted wounds of the text. Is it, perhaps, the reader who is condemned to textuality? Perhaps. Yet Mnemopolis which you will be able to haunt beneath your skull will be a lonely and dark city. No streets no canals no plowing roundabout (this?-the convolutions of your brain), but vestiges to which you will try to cling; so many objects or fragments which, patiently and not without hesitation, you will want to link to each other-to give them a meaning by joining them togetherEtait-ce un syntagme etroit qui venait d'exploser dans cette caboche ou j'avais remplace les objets par des mots? (p. 106).
Was it a narrow syntagm which had just exploded in that noggin where I had replaced objects with words? We have the feeling of being the mold of some phantom calligramme: our image reduced to the dimensions of a skull (and we are inside).
Surely what Roche's text enacts over and over again, at times in an alternation so rapid that it approaches simultaneity, is the losing and regaining, or rather the losing and recreating of the paradigm. JIVARO (headshrinker, preserver) OU LE PARADIGME PERDU (there is nothing to preserve) A LA RECHERCHE DU TIMEBINDING. If to be condemned to textuality means to be condemned to create while destroying, to make sense as well as to unmake it, then textuality may not be such a bad thing. And readability neither! NOTES *This essay, which is part of a larger project, was written mainly while I held a Fellowship from the National Endowment for the Humanities in 1980. I wish to thank the Endowment for its support.
